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Why in the world more women
don’t study the art of articulation
l..ndlaul'ltolpea.ksotm'thhea.ve-

rage ‘mortal can hear without being

w.reuned at is a question which is
agitating one club just
now to n‘ great extent. It is a sub-
“ject which most women
~well to consider, both as applied to
their own tricks of speech and to
the training children. As frequent
a fault as a shrill voice or one that
lacks the soff modulations which,
like the ‘“low voice,”” are ‘‘excellent
things in women' is the habit of
saying all your words apparently in
your throat, of mumbling or of talk-

woman's

would do

ing so rapidly—a sign of ‘‘nerves’’
—That it is difficult for any one to
understand without asking for a re-
petition—a thing every one dislikes
to do. If
alike insisted upon careful enuncia-

mothers and teachers

tion of words and sentences by chil-
dren the habit of speaking distinctly
would be as easily established as
its reverse is hard to break.

BETWEEN OURSELVES

The girls who win their way intol

the inmost recesses of others’ hearts
are not usually the most brilliant
and gifted, but those who have sym-
pathy, patience, selfforgetfulness,and
that indefinable faculty of eliciting
the better nature of others. Most
of us know girls who have appeal-
ed to us this way. We have many
friends who are more beautiful and
gifted, but there is not ome of them
whose companionship we enjoy bet-
ter than that of the girl who per-

haps never . make a  witty or pro-

found remark, but whose simple
quality of hum‘;x goodness makes
ap for every other deficiency. And

if there came.a time or real stress
‘when we felt that we needed the
support of real friendship, we should
«choose above all to go to this sweet
. girl, certain that we should find in-
telligent sympathy, a charitable con-
struction of our position and diffi-
culties and a readinéss to assist us
-beyond what we ought to take.
Beauty of spirit is more than boautv
of face and form ‘and remarkable in-
tellectual qualities are not to be
compared with unallectod “human
and does nnt pass away with time.

THE BEAUTY

How changed men and women be-
come in our eyes as we come to
know. them. What at first seemed
ugliness passes away from the face
of those whom we learn to admire;
while those who first attracted us
by certain physical charms become,
in time, if - we do not like them,

at bedtime, and to carry into dreams
harshness or gloom. The mother
does well to be a little blind to some
things and remember that

ning bath.
be allowed to carry

which too many parents
think an absolute

world and its sorrows.

last waking moments
before they embark

While the most exact and
truthfulness should be practiced in
our dealings with children;
they should be taught to shun all

ginations with the stories of fairy-
land. They early learn to find the
truth wrapped up in the husk of the |
story.
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HOW TO CLEAN OSTRICH
FEATHERS.

To clean ostrich feathers make a |
i lather of pure soap with a little am-
monia in it, using about a quart of |
water or more if the feathers are !
very large. Move them to and fro
gently in this, then lightly press
them stem to tip between the thumb
and finger and
equal amount of clear
Repeat in the cold water slightly
tinted with blue. Hang the feathers
up to dry where there is a draft and
shake at intervals. Before quite dry
gently shake them before a gas stove
or they can be partially dried by |
steam over a pan of quick boiling
water and finished as  directed.
Comb carefully and curl any stray
strands with a silver knife.

hot water.

OUR PET AVERSIONS.

(St. Louis Globe-Democrat. )

thing we can no more correct than
we can fly by merely beating on the
a.t,mosphcre- with our hands,” George
MacPherson informs me.
‘‘History is rich in the accounts of
such instances.
the painter, who would faint if the
odor of a rose was wafted to his
nostrils, and the great German
sportsman, Vaugheim, would become
positively ill if he ever saw a bit of
roast pig. These aversions, often
80 entirely unaccountable, are cu-
rious things to study. I became
somewhat interested in the subject
a year ago, and have since that time
been quietly adding to my store of
information on this somewhat unu-

quite commonplace, if not ugly.
Washington Irving tells of a certain
Miss ' Reynolds who had toasted
Gdldsmith as'the ugliest man of her
atquaintance. * Shortly after the ap-
pearance ‘of ‘‘The Traveller,” Doctor
Johnson read it aloud to her from
beginning to end. ‘‘Weéll,"”” she said,
after the book was finished. I
never more shall think Doctor Gold-
smith ugly.” He had become trans-
figured in her sight through his re-
‘markable qualities of mind. We

among my friends and acquaintan-

ence of which he could give no good

sion was toward some kind of food,

of people who

sual topic by personal inquiries

ces.
“Not ome of them did I find with-
out his pet aversion, for the exist-
reason. Generally the aver-
but not always. One hated the co-
lor of blue, and nothing depressed
him more than being in the company
were, for the most
part, garbed in clothes of this hue.

must all come to see that only men-
tal and spiritual beauty counts for
anything in the long Physical
beauty has its advantages, but is,
as often been said, only skindeep.
Spiritual beauty, on the ather hand,
transfigures, in -time, the physical,
" and does not pass away with time.
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" THE CHILD AT BEDTIME.
vm.tmr the child’s  daytime

4 m\lﬁﬁnulmyhavobem,nnlm-
mm be forgiven u:d nnt

Another couldn’t listen to the music

ted, while a third detested lilies to
such a degree that he couldn’t re-
main in the room where there was
one.

aversions understood why they had
them.

of a harp without becoming irrita-

““Nome of the men who had these

One man told me he couldn’t
touch a drop of milk or cream with-
out becoming sick, yet he thought
nothing looked  quite so appetizing
as a glass of ‘good rich cream. Oftén
he had tried to partake of it, but
‘without success. Pml innneme
‘will, ‘of c »

much
childish culpability is superficial and
washes off almost as easily as the
s0il from hands and face in the eve-
Children should never
with them in
their thought the mental sufferings
seem to
necessity in the
careful bringing up of children. All
too soon will they have to face the
Before the
nursery brood is “undressed and in
bed, the lights turned low and the .i.rp.,
room oquieted for the night the mo-
ther or older sister can sweeten their

with stories
for dreamland.

l'ig'id] e es e
while

equivocation and lying, still we need
not fear to satisfy their vivid ima-!

do the same in an!

“We are all born with an aversion '
to something, and this aversion is a.|

There is Vincent, ,
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repay. $1 net, postage 10c. J. G.
Blake, Toronto.

MIRTAM OF MAGDALA, by Miss

Katherine F. Mullany, is a story
dealing with the time of Christ. It
is at once appealing and interesting,
and the reader cannot help but feel
after reading this little book, infin-
itely more love for the Gentle Master
and more compassion for Magdalen.
The uplifting influence of this work
must surely tell, more so than the
author ever dreamed of. Magdala

could not eat a strawberry, had pa-
rents who simply loved them.’’

VOCATIONS IN LIFE.

TFather Faber tells us what even
‘g'reater men have told us before—
| that each human being has his vo-
cation in life. And we nearly all ac-
cept it as true, but the great diffi-
rClllty is to realize it. Ruskin says
{ that work is not a curse; but that
{a man must like his work, feel that
| he can do it well, and not have too
‘much to do. The sum of all this
, means that he shall be contented in
| his work, and find his chief satisfac-
| tion in doing it well. It is not what
| we do but how we do it that makes
! success.
| The greatest enemy to the full un-
'derqtunding of the word vocation is
Ithe belief that it means solely ac-
quirement of money. And the rea-
son for this lies not in the charac-
ter of the American who is no more
mercenary than other people—but in
the idea that wealth is within the
grasp of any man who works for it.
The money standard, therefore, is
the standard of success. But success
to the eyes of the world is not
ways success

{

al- |
to the man himself.

The accumulation of wealth often
leaves him worn out, dissatisfied,
with a feeling that he has = some-
how missed the‘ best of life. That

man had probably missed his voca-
| tion and done the wrong thing, in
|9p1te of the opinion outside of him-
self that he has succeeded.—Maurice
Francis Egan.
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TIMELY HINTS

A generous lump of soda placed in |
| pots and pans in which fish,  cab-
bage, onions and other strong smell-
ing foods have been cooked will tho-
roughly cleanse and make them smell
sweet and clean.

A teaspoonful of vinegar boiling on
a stove will counteract the smell of

| must be read; for though Macking no-

our country

Co., New York.

BISHOP LAVAL.

esting volume of the Makers of Ca-
nada series. The subject is vne of
the striking names in the chronicle
of our country's past—Krancois de
Laval Montmorency, first I-'shop of
Quebec.

Woven in with his caresr we find
a galaxy of names of I'rench 1en
and women, lay and ecclesiastical,

each of interest individually, but
all subservient to the untiring de-
votion and strong character of the

Apostolic Vicar.
Notwithstanding the innumerable
details conmected with his subject,
M. de Brumath has handled it in a
clear and forcible manner, throwing
stress on the more important names
and events and taking from the mo-
notony of mere chronological recitia~
tion by short descriptive sketches of
the country and people. If there is
any suggestion to be made, it is that
the title might more aptly be term-
ed, “In the Time of Laval,”” as the
book is really more historical than
biographical.

It is in such garb Canadian history

thing in romantic, stirring events,
or in noble men and women as ever
trod the earth, the fascimation of
royal purple, court display and ab-
solute rule is ever lacking; and the
history of the Government of Cana-
da may present little more than use-
less quarrels and jealousies amongst
the powers that be with the higher
powers in France. It is only when
we become familiar with the person-
alities of the long ago buildsrs  of
that we hear their
names with more than passing inter-
est. There is much yet to be
taught us regarding the early days
of which M. de Brumath’s hero is a
conspicuous figure.

During the most turbulent years
of the colony’s existence he:  stood
fearless with a firm hand guiding
and protecting the little bamd of
scattered emigrants. Calamities, mo-

strong food.

A few drops of sandalwood oil
dropped on a hot shovel is a de-
lightful deodorizer.

A sponge placed in a saucer of
boiling hot water, in which has been |
added a teaspoonful of oil of laven-
der, gives a fragrance of violets to
a room in which it is placed. Flies
will not remain where the odor of
oil of lavender is.

A stale crust of bread boiled with
cabbage will absorb the disagreeable
odor.

A large lump ef. charcoal in a re-
frigerator  will prevent  a musty
smell.

A pound of copperas dissolved in
boiling water if poured into drain
pipes, will dissolve the groease a.nd
other impurities.
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FUNNY SAYINGS

et

HOW HE KNEW.

A Baltimore school teacher w
telling one day of how often the in.
structor of “‘the young idea’” is ¢
tonldndbyﬂioqtuokneuolwltdp-’
hibited by the: pupil who is
Wise deficient.

lestations, jealdusies, poverty, mno-
thing balked him. He gave of his
great nature unreservedly to the in-
fant colony, and sacrificed and with-
held Louis Laval-Montmorency while
fighting incessantly for the rightful
prerogatives of the first Bishop of
New France. As a Canadian novel-
ist has said of one of his leading
men, ‘“His friends loved him and
trusted him to the utmost; his ene-
mies hated and feared him in equal
measure; but no one, great or small,
could ignore him and not feel his
presence as a solid peaea of man-
hood.”’

Teachers will find this book a
help to Canadian history classes, es-
pecially as it is of convenient size
and printed in large clear type. Mo~
rang Publishing Co.

We have just closed a very :inter-

wuet. We re-echo the words of Rev.

ing in the ﬂmmuﬂﬂﬂ.

An acolyte vlolub-euooehd. the twi-
light had withdrawn i
Into dusk’s hushed, brown vestry,
yet his white star-lamps burned
on;
Then you sang to me in the dark-
ness in flute-tones low and clear,
Songs sweeter thanwild bees’ honey,
drained in glad monihs of the
yeer.

Snatches of joy from Carmen and

Leoncavallo’s strong

Prologue to ‘“Pagliacci,” and then—
‘how the notes did throng!—

‘““Du Bist Wie Bine Blume,”
Heine’s plaint of love,

And Mignon‘s tender story of a land
where coos the dove—

sad

Ballads of your own country where
the hearts of men and maids
Are pure as the white brooks singing
in the dawn-glad meadow glades;
But there were sobs of anguish in
one sharp cry of pain,
And the moon grew dark with sha-
dow, and my eyes grew wet with
rain.

You sang to me in the darkness in
a voice as honey sweet,
And the throb of my heart beat
tempo to the rhythm of your
feet;

We walked apart in the shadows but,
as I heard you croon,

My wild soul clung to your soul as
a dark cloud clasps the moon.

I forgot that in your own land they
hailed you a queen of song;

I forgot that in my own land I was
merely one of the throng;

For, as by some spell of magic, my
soul arose and flew

Over seas and crags to far lands by
the flying soul of you.

O what radiant heights of vision I
explored with you beside!

O what realms of dream eternal and
what valleys peopled wide!

I knelt by the side of Brunhild as
she sang to the evening star
And, awed thro’ ‘Il Trovatore,”’
wept bowed in deserts far;

And the shadows filled with splen-
dor, and the dusk boughs rayed
with dawn,

And rose-petals rained upon me as
your odorous throat sang on,
And, though the hour was midnight,
I heard morning-doves out~coo,
And each leaf upon the larches,
trembling, dripped white honey-
dew.

Andhurdbutourmup--onn&“
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HIS LOVE.
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Our hearts are pmm to dwell upon
our . crosses,
Prone to look back upon life's rug-
ged way,
To grieve that tears have not
stored our losses,
Nor swept our woes away.

re-

Better not  dwell on trials! Better
learn

To look for sunbeams (for they
shine: somewhere ),
And thrusting troubles back, seek
to discern
Some blessings we may share.

God does not send more tears than
smiles to brighten,
Sunlight and shadow, on each
path must fall,
Then, though our burdens

weary,
they may lighten,
Since His love orders all.
o 2 e
INCOMPLETENESS.
Nothing, resting in its own com-
Rleteness,
Can have worth or beauty; but
alone,
Because it leads and tends to farther
sweetness
Fuller, higher, . deeper, than its
own,

Spring’s real glory dwells not in the

. meaning,

Gracious, though it be of her blue
hours;

But is hidden in her tender leaning

Towards the summer’s richer
wealth of flowers.

Dawn is fair, because her mists fade
slowly

Into day, which floods the world
with light;

Twilight's mystery is so sweet and
holy,
Just because
night.

it ends in starry

Life is only bright when it proceed-
eth

Toward a truer, deeper life above.

Human love is sweetest when it
leadeth

To a more divine and perfect love.

—Adelaide A. Proctor.

OUR LADY'S BOOK OF DAYS.

The Messrs. Washbourne have pub-
lished two very dainty little wvol-
umes: ‘‘Our Lady’s Book of Days,’’
and ‘‘Virgo Preedicanda.” The for-
mer has been compiled by the Hom.
Alison Stourton, and is e mingling
of tender loving -enﬂmm for every,
day in the year, one might call it o
rare bouquet gathered from number-
less gardens. ' Some of the sweet
thoughts are attributed to the fol-
lowing: Father = Faber, Newman,
Aubrey de Vere, St. Francis of
Sales, ‘Dante, Gabriel Rossetti, Bos-

J. Fitzpatrick, O.M.I, in his intro-

ductory letter: *I can tostity that|®
mworddtyonrbooku wen

ENTHUSIAS!IC MOTHERS.
When mothers become enthusiastic
over a medicine for little ones, it is
safe to say that it has high merit.
Every mother who has used. Baby's
Own Tablets  speaks strongly in
praise of them, and tells every other
mother how much good they have
doulurdmdln. Mrs. Alfred Mar-
couse, St. Ohl.‘rlu, Que,, says: “I
wmmm‘tm to
keep Baby's  Own Tablets in the
house always. Ih.vnusodtbmfor
teething. troubles, ocolic, and other
ﬂhofehﬂdhoodmd!md them the
mmmacmymndmml ever

Only mwers wh
have been able to
selves may be sent

Answers to be 1
ink, on one side of

A ers 1o be n

Answers to be 1
morning ten days
are published, addr
Aunt Becky Puzzle

True Wit

No paper which
with every rule ca
all.

This Week
1. RIDDL-I;-I

My first is in vine

My second is in fiel

My third is in goo

My fourth is in gl
sad.

My tifth is in pen

My sixth is in tea

My whole is a flo
you’ll see

And pray when y«
it to me.
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2. NUMERICAI

I consist of 18
the name of a g
12, 8, 4, is a fruit
province of Asia;
member of the Ho
10 is the juice of
5 is a gem of the

[}
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8. META

I am a river; ch
I am to speak; aj
flower; again, ar
_again, and T am
again, and I am ¢
ter; again, and ]
and I am a grass;
a bird; again, a:
again, and I am
and I am a path.

‘on ¢

4. GEOGRAPHIC

My initials forn
country in Europe
1. A country ne
2. A division of
8. The, county t
counties of Engla;
4. A division of
5. Capital of or
countries.
6. A country of
7. A town in ti
8. A country of

-
‘5. . BURIEL

1. Look for ti
you may find it.
. 2. Don’t you her
how they. ring.
8. How are yo
hg.,n\.y as ever, eh




